302                      Sonore de Balzac.
You see, nothing can be more mono' life in the midst of this whirling Paris, tations; laboriously I do my work; I ar few days' freedom. One more journey make! Some nights more of toil and j and see you about the middle of this yea until after I clear my debt. I would no once that anxious face that so struck 3 were singing and I was looking out ac gar ten.
No, you never spoke to me of that B< mit little sins, which, like spoilt children, till a long time afterwards.
At this moment I am a prey to the ho cough I had at Geneva, and which, sin every year at the same time.    Dr. Nacqu I ought to pay attention to it, and that which  he does not  define,  in  crossing good doctor is going to study my lung suffer with it more than usual.    If I am this time next year you will have an old i
I am in despair at the delay the " I makes in bringing out the " Lys dans work   ever  cost   more   labour.     The phita," the " Medecin de campagne" ar into  which I have flung the most  nigl thoughts.    The finest part, the end, is th yet appeared.
\VA  arA rprvrin^inor n.f. t.liia  rnArnfint. t.TiAunts of Schuttenberg." The nest day on the staircase I saw a German valet, who looked at me, smiling, and three days later Prince Schonberg told me, at Madame Appony's, that he had put his heir under the care of our good air and garden.
